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Oribodox, orthodox, wha believe in Jobn Knox, ö 
Let me ſound an alarm to your conſtience; | 5 
There's a beretic blaſt bas been lav i” the waft, 


That what is no ſenſe, muſi be nonſenſe. \ 
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| THE KIREK'S ALARM, 


This Poem was written a ſhort time after the publica- 
tion of Dr. M<GilFs Eſſay. 


—O > 


Ozxr HODOX, orthodox, wha believe in John Knox, 
Let me ſound an alarm to your conſcience; 

There's a heretic blaſt has been blawn i” the waſt, 
That what is no ſenſe, muſt be nonſenſe. 


Dr. Mac“, Dr. Mac, you ſhould ſtretch on a rack, 
To ſtrike evil doers wi” terror; 

To join faith and ſenſe upon ony pretence, 
Is heretic, damnable error. 


Town of Ayr, town of Ayr, it was mad I declare, 
To middle wi” miſchief a- brewing; 

Provoſt John is ſtill deaf to the churches relief, 
And orator Bob+ is its ruin. 


Drymple mild}, Drymple mild, tho' your heart's like 
a child, | 
And your life like the new driven ſnaw, 
Yet that winna ſave ye, auld Satan muſt have ye, 
For preaching that three's ane and twa, a 


Rumble John], Rumble John, mount the ſteps wi' a 
groan, f 
Cry the book is wi” hereſy cramm'd; 


Dr. Miann}, +R—tA—n. Dr. D5— . 
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Then lug out your ladle, deal brimſtone like adle, 
And roar every note of the damn'd, 


Simper James$, Simper James, leave the fair Killie 
dames, 
There's a holier chace in your view; 
I'll lay on your head, that the pack ye'll ſoon lead, 
For puppies like you, there's but few. 


Singet Sawney J, Singet Sawney, are ye herding the 
penny, 
Unconſcious what evils await; 
Wi' a jump, yell and howl, alarm every foul, 
For the foul thief is juſt at your gate. 


Daddy Auld *, Daddy Auld, there's a tod in the fauld, 
A tod meikle waur than the Clerk; 

Tho? ye can do little ſkaith, ye'll be in at the death, 
And git ye canna bite, ye may bark. 


Davie Bluſter , Davie Bluſter, if for a ſaint ye do 
muſter, 
The corps is no nice of recruits; 
Yet to worth let's be juſt, royal blood ye might boaſt, 
If the aſs was the king of the brutes. 


Jamy Gooſe}, Jamy Gooſe, ye hae made but toom 
rouſe, 
In hunting the wicked Lieutenant; 
But the Doctor's your mark, for the L—d's haly ark, 
He has cooper'd and cawd a wrang pin in't. 
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Port Willie 5, Port Willie, gi” the Doctor a volly, 
Wi' your liberty's chain and your wit; 

O' er Pegaſus? ſide ye neꝰ er laid a ſtride, 
Ye but ſmelt, man, the place where he ſn -t. 


Andro Gouk 7, Andro Gouk, ye may ſlander the book, 
And the book not the war let me tell ye; 

Ye are rich, and look big, but lay by hat and wig, 
And ye'll hae a calf's head o' ſma' value. 


Barr Steennie *, Barr Steennie, what mean ye? what 
mean ye? 
If ye'll middle nae mair wi' the matter, 
Ye may hae ſome pretence to haivens and ſenſe, 
Wi' people wha ken ye nae better. 


Irvine ſide , Irvine fide, wi' your turkey cock pride, 
Of manhood but ſma* is your ſhare; 

Ye've the figure tis true, even your faes will allow, 
And your friends they dare grant you nae mair, 


Muirland Jock f, Muirland Jock, when the L—d made 
a rock ö 
To cruſh common ſenſe for her ſins, 
If ill manners were wit, there's no mortal ſo fit 
To confound the poor Doctor at ance, 


Holy Will |, Holy Will, there was wit i“ your ſkull, 
When ye pilfer'd the alms o' the poor; 

The timmer is feant, when ye're ta'en for a ſaint, 
Wha ſhould ſwing in a rape for an hour, 
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Calvin's ſons, Calvin's ſons, ſeize your ſp'ritual guns, 
Ammunition you never can need; 

Your hearts are the ſtuff, will be powther enough, 
And your ſkulls are ſtore-houſes of lead. 


Poet Burns, Poet Burns, wi” you prieſt-ſkelping turns, 
Why deſert ye your auld native ſhire; 

Your muſe is a gypſie, e en tho? ſhe were tipſie, 
She cou'd ca? us nae war than we are. 


—— eee — 


EPISTLE FROM A TAYLOR 
TO 


ROBERT BURNS. 


———'_——- 


W nar waefu” news is this ! hear, 
Frae greeting I can ſcarce forbear, 
Folk tells me, ye're gawn aft this year, 
Out o'er the ſea, 
And laſſes wham ye lo'e ſae dear 
Will greet for thee, 


- 


Weel wad I like war ye to ſtay, 
But Robin ſince ye will away, 
I hae a word yet mair to ſay, 
And maybe twa; 
May he protect us night an' day, 
That made us a'. 
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Whar thou art gaun, keep mind frae me, 
Seek him to bear thee companie, 
And, Robin, whan ye come to die, 
Ye'll won aboon, 
An' live at peace an' unity | 
Ayont the moon. 


Some tell me, Rab, ye dinna fear 
To get a wean, an' curſe an' ſwear, 
I'm unco wae, my lad, to hear 
O' ſic a trade, 
Cou'd I perſuade ye to forbear, 
I wad be glad. 


Fu” weel ye ken ye'll gang to Bl, 
Gin ye perſiſt in doin' ill 


Waes me! ye' re hurlin” down the hill 


Withouten dread, 
An' ye'll get leave to ſwear your fill 
After ye're dead. 


There , walth o' women ye'll get near, 
But gettin“ weans ye will forbear, 
Yell never ſay, my bonnie dear 
Come, gic's a kiſs— 
Nae kiſſing there—yell girn an' ſneer, 
An' ither hiſs, 


O Rab! lay by thy fooliſh tricks, 

An' ſtcer nae mair the female ſex, 

Or ſome day ye'll come through the pricks, 
An' that ye'll ſee; 


7 In Lell. 


at 
.— 


PIES n * 


FEY | 


9 
* 1 N n == _ F 9 q 


641 


Ye'll fin” hard living wi” Auld Nicks: 
I'm wae for thee. 


But what's this comes wi' ſic a knell, 

Amaiſt as loud as ony bell, 

While it does mak” my conſcience tell 
Me what is true, 

I'm but a rough cowt-too myſel', 
Owre ſib to you! 


We're owre like thoſe wha think it fit, 
To ſtuff their noddles ſu' o' wit, 
An' yet content in darknets ſit, 

Wha ſhun the light, 


To let them ſee down to the pit, 
That lang dark might. 


But fareweel, Rab, I maun awa', 
May he that made us keep us a', 
For that wad be a dreadfu' fa” 

And huzt us fair, 
Lad, ye wad never mend ava, 

Sae Rab tak” care. 


—— —— 


ROBERT BURNS” ANSWER. 
— ©<— 


W ar ails ye now, ye louſie bh, 
To threſh my back at fic a pitch? 
Loſh man! hae mercy wi' your natch, 
= Your bodkin's bauld, 
1-03d na ſuffer ha'f ſae much 
Frae Daddie Auld. 
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What tho? at times when I grow crouſe, 
I gie their wames a random pouſe, 
Is that eneugh for you to ſouſe 
Your ſervant ſac? 
Gae mind your ſeam ye prick the louſe, 
An' jag the flae. 


55 King David o' poetic brief, 
1 Wrought *mang the laſſes ſic miſchicf 
. | As fill'd his after life wi” grief 
| An' bloody rants, 
An' yet he's rank'd amang the chief 
Of lang ſyne ſaunts. 
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1 
A [| An' maybe, Tam, for a' my cants, 
_ My wicked rhymes, an' drucken rants, 
A 1 Fll gie auld cloven Clooty's haunts, 
= An unco ſlip yet, 
1 ö An' ſnugly ſit amang the ſaunts, 
Sy | At Davie's hip yet. 
4 = But fegs the Seſſion ſays I maun 7 
=_ Gae fa? upo' anither plan 
= | Than garren laſſes cowp the cran 7 
| | Clear heels owre body, 
q An' ſairly thole thew mither's ban, 
| Afore the howdy. 
= : | This leads me on, to tell for ſport, ; 
f 1 How I did wi' the Seſſion ſor. | 


Auld Clinkum at the Inner-port 
Cry'd three times, „Robin!“ 
« Come hither lad, an' anſwer for t, 
Ye're blam'd for jobbin'.“ 


Wi' pinch I put a Sunday's face on, 

An' ſnoov'd awa' before the Seſſion- 

I made an open fair confeſhon, 
I ſcorn'd to lie; 

An' ſyne Meſs John, beyond expreſſion, 
Fell foul o* me. 


A furnicator lown he call'd me, 
An' ſaid my faut frae bliſs expell'd me; 
I own the tale was true he tell'd me, 

But what the matter, 
Quo? I, Ifear unleſs ye geld me, 

Pll ne'er be better. 


« Geld you!” quo? he, “ and whatfore no, 
&« If that your right hand, leg or toe, 
« Should ever prove your ſp' ritual foe, 

« You ſhou'd remember 
To cut it aff, an” what fore no, 

« Your deareſt member.” 


— 


© Na, na, quo' I, I'm no for that, 
« Gelding's nae better than tis ca't, 
I'd rather ſuffer for my faut, 
© A hearty flewit, 
© As fair owre hip as ye can draw't! 
© Tho? I ſhou'd rue it. 


Or gin ye like to end the bother, 
© To pleaſe us a', F've juſt ae ither, 
© When next wi' yon laſs I forgather, 
© Whate'er betide it, 
« Ill frankly gie her't a' thegither, 
An let her guide it.” 


. 
* 
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But, Sir, this pleas'd them warſt ava, 


An' therefore Tam, when that I ſaw, 
I faid Gude night” and cam” awa, 

An' left the Seſſion ; 
I ſaw they were reſolved a. 

On my oppreſſion. 


eee eee 


EPITAPH ON JOHN DOVE, 


INNKEEPER, MAUCHLINE, 


— —— 
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f Hxar lies Johnny Pidgeon, 
[3 What was his religion, 
| Whae'er defires to ken, 
| To ſome other warl 
| Maun follow the carl, 
For here Johnny Pidgeon had nane. 


Small beer perſecution, 

A dram was, Memento mori; 
But a full flowing bowl 
Was the faving his ſoul, 


| | | | Strong ale was ablution, 

' 

4 | | | And Port was celeftial glory. 
| 


ion; 


On. 


VE, 


THE SHEEP AND THE BRAMBLE BUSH: 


A FABLE, 


A Thick-twiſted brake in the time of a ſtorm, 
Seem'd kindly to cover a ſheep; 

So ſnug for a while he lay ſhelter'd and warm, 
ſt quietly ſooth'd him aſleep. 


The clouds are now ſcatter*d, the winds are at peace, 
The ſheep to his paſture inclin'd; 

But, ah! the fell thicket lays hold of his fleece, 
His coat is left forfeit behind. 


My friend, who the thicket of l never try'd, 
Conſider before you get in; 


Tho” judgment and ſentence are paſs'd on your ſide, 
By Jove, you'll be fleec'd to your ſkin. 


— —. SD — 


SONG, 
Ii ritten and ſung at a General Meeting of the 
£xciſe-Officers in Scotland, 


BY ROBERT BURNS, 


I. 


Tas de'il cam? fiddling thro? the town, 
And danc'd awa' wi” the Exciſeman; 
And ilk auld wife cry'd ““ Auld Mahoun, 
« We wiſh you luck o' the prize man. 
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CHORUS, 
& We'll mak* our maut, and brew our drink, 
« We'll dance and ſing and rejoice, man; 
„ And mony thanks to the muckle black de'il, 
6 That danc'd awa' wi” the Exciſeman. 


II. 
“ There's threeſome reels, and fourſome reels, 
There's hornpipes and ſtrathſpeys, man; 
“ But the ae beſt dance e er cam? to our lan”, 
% Was the deil's awa' wi' the Exciſeman. 
CHORUS. 
« We'll mak' our maut, &c. 
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® / AN UNCO MOURNFU? TAL. 
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8 : i O ye pious godly flocks, 
| | Well fed on paſtures orthodox, 
| Wha now will keep you frae the fox, 
p Or worrying tykes, 
\ & | | Or wha will tent the waifs and crocks 
= About the dykes. 
bh 6 2 | 
RF | The. twa beſt herds in a' the waſt, 
4 | That e'er gac goſpel horns a blaſt, 
4 9 | | Theſe five and fifty ſummers paſt, 
[4 O! dool to tell, 
| | Hae had a bitter black out-caſt 
F Between themſel. 
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O, Me, man, and wordy R=——ll, 
How could you raiſe ſo vile a buſtle, | 
Yell ſee how new light herds will whiſtle, 
And think it fine! 
The Lord's cauſe gat na' ſic a twiſtle, 
Sin' I hae min”. 


O, Sirs! wha wad hae cer expekit, 
Your duty ye wad ſae neglekit, 
Ye ha were no by lairds reſpekit, 
To wear the plaid, 
But by the brutes themſels elekit, 
To be their guide. 


What flock wi' M 
Sae hale and hearty every ſhank, 
Nae poifon'd foor Arminian ſtank, 

He let them taſte, 
Frae Calvin's well, ay clear, they drank, 


O, fic a feaſt! 


The thummart, willcat, brock and tod, 
Weell kend his voice thro? a' the wood, 
Ile ſmell'd their ilka hole and road, 
Baith out and in, 
And weell he lik'd to ſhed their bluid, 
And fell their ſkin. 


What herd like R-—1l tell'd his tale, 

His voice was heard thro' muir and dale, 

He kend the Lord's ſheep, ilka tail, 
O'er a” the height, 

And tell d gin they were fick or kale, 
At the ſirſt ſight. 


y's flock could rank, 
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He ſine a mangy'd ſteep could ſcrub, 

Or nobly fling the goſpel club, 

And new light herds could nicely drub, 
Or pay their ſkin, 

Could ſhake them o' er the burning tub, 
Or heave them in. 


Sic twa, O! do I live to ſee t, 

Sic famous twa, ſac diſagreet, 

And names, like villain, hypocrite, 
Itk ither gi'en, 

* new light herds wi” laughin' ite, 
Say neither 's licin”, 


A' ye wha tent the goſpel fauld, 
There's D n deep, and P——s ſhauld, 
But chiefly thou, apoſtle A—d, 
We truſt in thee, 
That thou wilt work them, hot and cauld, 
Tilt they agree. 


Conſider, Sirs, how we're beſet, 
There's ſcarce a new herd that we get, 
But comes frae mang that curſed ſet, 
I winna name, 
I hope frac heav'n to ſee them het, 
Yet in a flame. 


D e has been lang a face, 
MI has wrought us meikle wae, 
And that curs'd raſcal ca'd M 
And baith the S———: 
That aft hae made us black and blae, 
Wi' vengefu? paws. 
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Auld W—— , lang has hatch'd miſchief, 
We thought ay death wad bring relief, 
But he has gotten to our grief, 
Ane to ſucceed him, 
A chield wha*ll ſoundly buff our beef; 
I muckle dread him. 


And mony a ane that I could tell, 
Wha fair and openly rebel, 
For by turn-coats amang ourſel, 
There's S—<h for ane, 
I doubt he's but a grey nick quill, 
And that ye'll fin”, 


O a ye flocks, o'er a' the hills, 
By moſſes, meadows, moors, and fells, 


Come join your counſel and your ſkills, 
To. oo the lairds, 


And gie the brutes the power themſelves, 
To chooſe their herds. 


Then orthodoxy yet may prance, 
And learning in a woody dance, 
And that fell cur ca'd common ſenſe, 
That bites ſae ſair, 
Be baniſnh'd o'er the ſea to France, 
Let him bark there. 


Then S h and D-———n's$ eloquence, 3 
M- e's cloſe nervous excellence, 
M's pathetic manly ſenſe, Si 
And guid M- h, a 

Wha thro' the heart can brawly glance, | K 
May a' pack aff. 8 
FINIS. 5 
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Of STEWART & MEIKLE, may le bad, 
j | THE | 
| JOLLY BEGGARS: 
| A. CANTATA., 
| Kg By Roß EAT Burns, the Ayrſhire Poet, 


Printed from the Author's own Manuſcript. 


This piece, which has now been publiſhed for the 
| firſt time, conſiſts of Recitative and Songs. It i: 
| | deſcriptive of the mirth and hilarity peculiar to tht 
travelling tribe, when, after the fatigues of the day 
they afſemble in a hedge ale-houſe,-ta: drink, as the 


| author expreſſes it, «Their orra duddies,” —and 
it will be conſidered by the admirers of Box xs, as on 
' of the happieſt efforts of his genius. 

| | And on Saturday next, will be publiſhed, 
. Price Two-pence, 


HOLY WILLY's PRAYER, 


A LETTER to Jonx Goupi, and ſome, other, fmal 
Pieces, by Robert Burns, never before publiſhed. 
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